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The lord of the  Ingwines,  and ask'd had the

night been.
Since sore he was summon'd, a night of sweet

easement.                                                          1320

XXL HROTHGAR LAMENTS THE SLAY-
ING OF AESCHERE, AND TELLS OF
GRENDEL'S MOTHER AND HER DEN.

SPAKE out then Hrothgar the helm of the
Scyldings:
Ask no more -after bliss; for new-made now

is sorrow
For  the folk  of the  Danes;   for  Aeschere  is

dead,

He who was Yrmenlaf 's elder of brethren,
My wise man of runes, my bearer of redes,
Mine own shoulder-fellow, when we in the war-
tide

Warded our heads and the host on the host fell,
And the boars were a-crashing; e'en such should

an earl be,

An atheling exceeding good, e'en as was Aeschere.

Now in Hart hath befallen for a hand-bane unto

him                                                              1330

A  slaughter-ghost   wandering;   naught   wot   I

whither